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mother and father, belonging altogether to these
hills and lakes and streams. One half of her
looked at the other half of her, partly in mockery,
partly in wonder.

By the month of July, which was hot and
green with no wind, she knew that a crisis was
approaching. Even the crimson bird seemed to
know it, for it rapped its nails no longer on the
bars of the cage, nor fell into violent rages. It
perched, with its head on one side, and listened.

And the crisis came. But before it came, she
had a moment with Georges that she would never
forget, one of the happiest of her life.

He rode in from Keswick, up the little rough
path above the beck that was now thin and placid
like a child asleep* The evening sun was deep
and fair over all the landscape, and gold-dust was
in the air* He came and sat beside her in the
window-seat, took her hand, put his arm around
her and drew her to him. These gestures were
so rare in him that she knew that something
critical had happened.

She sat there, her heart trembling lest in hb
next words he should tell her that he had gambled
the farm away, But he did not* He told her
nothing, and she, wise through much experience,
asked no questions*

They sat in the golden silence for a long time*
The little stream that ran down the break in
Armboth was only an amber line now after the
dry weather.

4 Judy, you funny little thing, how can you
stay here month after month and be happy? *